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followed by a violinist in grey trousers and a bow
tie, and an old man with a zither. The band was
complete.

There was a volley of clapping and some husky cheer-
ing as the famous singer swept on to the platform and
stood shyly twisting a mauve chiffon handkerchief in
her hands as she waited for the applause to subside and
smiled her acknowledgment of this reception* She was
clad in a closely fitting dress of blue crepe. A thin line
of blue spangles flickered about her chest and round
her hips. She was of a good height and weighed cer-
tainly not less than fourteen stone. Round the thick
wrist of her right hand was clasped a gold bracelet:
round the wrist of her left hand was clamped an outsize
American watch. A thin black line was carefully
painted over her plucked eyebrows, and her teeth were
enormous and white. She smiled once again, handed
her yellow shawl to the tambourine player, tossed back
her greasy black hair on to her massive shoulders,
waggled her body once violently, and burst into song.
It was a low nasal screech of astonishing velocity.

"The name of the song she is singing," Suleiman
whispered to me excitedly, "is 'Sing for me gently,
gently/ "

As she bellowed her song she began to agitate her
body curiously. Her head and shoulders and feet
remained still, but the rest of her body, which was con-
siderable, wobbled and waggled from side to side. The
band-players were not uninterested in this feat, though
one felt they were not particularly keen on it. The
audience, however, were working themselves into a
frenzy, interjecting moans of delight between the
phrases of her song and applauding rapturously any
outstanding sexual feat. The only man completely un-